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NUTCRACKER 


Nutcracker. 


That’s what they call him, my dad’s best friend and 
lifelong business partner. He’s one tough boss, but what’s 
really tough on both of us is when my father tragically 
passes away a month before Christmas, joining my mom in 
heaven. 


He gives me a job to keep my mind occupied, and watch 
over me. But when | see the way he’s watching me at the 
office Christmas party, it’s the first time | know this is so 
much more than a job. And it’s the first time | might have 
the chance to give him the gift I’ve been saving just for him. 


It may be cold outside, but things heat up inside the office 
Christmas party, causing my boss to step in and get 
bossy, reminding some nut why he’s known as Nutcracker. 


And letting each and every person know I’m off limits to 
everyone... but him. 


*Nutcracker Is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on Christmas morning 
by joining my mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Christmas 


CHAPTER 1 


Noah 


| tip back the last of my spiked eggnog, trying not to be 
obvious as | stare at her but it’s absolutely impossible. 


At six foot five, and the president and namesake of “The 
Nutcracker,” every employee at our company Christmas 
party is eyeing me, but I only have eyes for her. 


Ann Anderson, our newest junior marketing analyst and 
daughter of my recently deceased best friend. 


The way that white blouse molds to her curves. How that 
red pencil skirt hugs her athletic thighs. That apple bottom 
ass of hers. 


She takes a sip of her drink, looking at me from over the top 
of her cup before slowly lowering it from her plump, luscious 
lips. She pulls her shoulders back, which only accentuates 
those incredibly ample breasts of hers...and my bulging 
erection. 


| need to get behind the podium and hide my need for her. 
But what I really need is to quit messing around and listen to 
what my mind is saying, and what my body needs, and 
make her mine. 


A sudden cracking sound precedes my cup falling from my 
hand and finding the ground. 


“I'm sorry, Mr. Nelson. | should have ordered stronger cups 
for the party,” Nancy, our facilities and administration 
manager apologies. 


“It’s not the cup,” | say, never taking my eyes from Ann. 
And it’s true. | snapped the handle right off the thing, 
despite it being made of heavy duty ceramic. 


“Let me get you another one,” Nancy says, rushing off. 


“Make it a double,” | call out. Nearly three hundred and 
sixty four days a year I’m a teetotaler, but not tonight. | 
need something to take off the edge. | need something to 
relieve this guilt, as | breathe in deep and slowly exhale, 
imagining the special spot reserved in hell for those who go 
after their best friend’s daughter, after their friend tragically 
passes away. 


And to make matters worse, she’s old enough to be my 
daughter. Hell, she practically is a daughter to me. 


After my best friend Alan’s wife died of complications during 
birth, it was pretty much him and | that raised Ann. Ninety- 
nine percent of the credit goes to Alan, but | was there for 
softball games, watching her when Alan needed a break, 
taking her fishing for the first time, and the two of us even 
took her shopping for her prom dress, despite both of our 
reluctance and her unwillingness to go, which she didn’t. 


She didn’t want anything that day, let alone a dress. She 
said she wasn’t interested in boys, and | thought it was just 
a passing phase that she’d grow out of. She’d go off to 
college and find Mr. Right and all would be right.. until 
everything went wrong. 


On her eighteenth birthday, which coincided with the 
twentieth anniversary of “The Nutcracker’, her dad and | 
took all our employees skiing and snowboarding to celebrate 
the event. 


That was one month ago to the day, and that’s exactly how 
long her dad’s been gone from our lives. 


He was always the wild and crazy marketing side of our 
company, while | was the reserved business type. Alan 
decided he’d ski some backcountry and dammit if he didn’t 
catch some black ice and run right into a tree. 


It’s one of those things you think just doesn’t happen, until 
it happens to you. 


And something else happened to me that day as Ann cried 
in my arms. | felt this primal need to protect her, be the 
man that she needed, not just at that moment, but forever. | 
couldn’t explain it and | sure as hell didn’t act on it. 


| felt terrible for even thinking those thoughts, but a month 
later they’re just as intense. 


| can’t eat. | can’t sleep. And I sure as hell can’t run this 
company with her here. 


| thought giving her a job was the least | could do, after all 
she was always popping in the office to see her dad, and was 
definitely smart enough and qualified to do the job | gave 
her. 


Her dad may have been a wild and crazy extrovert, but Ann 
was the polar opposite. She wanted to work in marketing, 
but not in the client facing side. Well, now I can’t take my 
eyes off that incredible face of hers. 


| may be the boss, but | make excuses to go and check up on 
her multiple times a day. She’s taking a new analytical 
approach to marketing so what she does is new and special 
for us, just like the way | feel about her. 


I’ve never had feelings fora woman. Never. As crazy as it 
sounds I’ve just been so focused on my company that | 
never had time to date, let alone let my mind wander off to 
pursue anything not business related. 


But now she’s all | can think about. 


I’m in love with her. There’s no getting around it. Despite 
what happened, and my initial thought that the best course 
of action was just being her friend, father figure, and 
shoulder to cry on, | know now that’s not nearly enough. 


| need her close, always. | need to protect her and keep 
those other little fuckers away from her. | know the boys her 
age will come sniffing around. Well boys, there’s a big bad 
wolf in these parts and you better believe he'll take down 
any little fuckers who think they have a claim on what’s 
mine. 


When she goes to lunch, | go to lunch. 
When she’s ready for work each day, | pick her up. 


And guess who gives her a ride home each night... and calls 
her before bed to make sure everything’s ok? 


It’s not that she wouldn’t be okay, though. | hired an ex 
Navy SEAL run security team to watch over her house now 
that it’s just her there alone. Hell, it twists my stomach in 


knots thinking she’s there alone, but | don’t trust myself 
enough to sleep on her couch in case she has nightmares. 


How in the hell can | console her when I've had to learn to 
sleep on my back due to the throbbing erections | can’t get 
rid of each night when | try and lie down to sleep? 


| feel like I’m smothering her sometimes, but she hasn’t told 
me to take a step back yet, so I’m full steam ahead, wanting 
more time with her. Needing more of her in every way. 


| watch as she opens her mouth from across the room, saying 
something and | know it’s directed to me. 


| read her lips, but it doesn’t make sense. | don’t see her 
mouthing my name, Noah, or my nickname, “Nutcracker.” 
And she doesn’t even say Mr. Nelson, which gets me even 
harder than | already am. 


It’s only then that | see Brent from outbound sales sliding up 
next to her. 


This fucker thinks he has a chance? 


“Your drink, sir,” Nancy says. “Or should | say drinks. | 
made it really strong,” she giggles, as | take it from her 
hand, bring it to my lips and tip the whole thing back. “Oh 
my! That was more like three shots in that eggnog. You 
might be on the floor soon, sir.” 


No, the only person who's going to be on the floor is Brent, 
for trying to claim what’s already mine. 


| don’t need liquid courage, but | do need the alcohol to 
decrease my anger and keep me from demolishing this guy. 


But when it comes to decreasing my anger, that’s literally 
impossible where it involves another man and my woman. 


| feel my teeth grinding together and pain in my jaw. | snarl, 
baring my teeth, and then damn near pound my chest with 
both fists like an eight hundred pound silverback, but 
manage to resist. 


| take a big step forward, ready to move in and put a swift 
end to this. Right. Fucking. Now. 


CHAPTER 2 


Ann 


My eyes open wider as | see Noah drop another cup just 
before he takes a long stride right in my direction. | already 
know what’s coming, and | feel bad for Brent. He’s about to 
see that protective side of Noah that I’ve known for so long, 
my entire life to be exact. 


Noah’s chin tucks and his eyes narrow as he marches right 
over to us, discreetly grabbing Brent by the back of his arm. 


“Ow! You're hurting me.” 


“Go help HR bring out the Christmas cake, son,” Noah says, 
his voice crackling like a yuletide log, but smooth as if 
someone poured honey over it, if that makes any sense. 


What certainly doesn’t make sense is the way he’s been 
acting around me since my birthday, which coincided with 
the day my dad passed. 


Suddenly he went from protective, to overly protective 
animal. | can’t say | don’t like it. 


| feel alone in this world sometimes after what happened, 
but not anymore. 


It was hard enough without a mom, but when my dad joined 
her in heaven it was like the worst kind of lightning had 
struck twice. | couldn’t believe my luck, or complete lack 
thereof. 


| cry every night, and am pretty sure that’s not going to end 
anytime soon, but the tears are less and less each night 
thanks to all the time Noah spends with me during the day, 
letting me know he’s there, and calling me each night to just 
tell me stories about how incredible and funny my dad was, 
and how the company wouldn’t be anything today without 
him and his crazy marketing techniques. 


What | appreciate even more is his willingness to listen. 
Sometimes | just go on a rant, or even throw a pity party for 
myself, and he never interrupts or tells me to toughen up. 
He just lets me vent, to get it all out, and after the cathartic 
process I’m often able to fall asleep right then and there, 
with the phone still to my ear. 


But he never hangs up because he doesn’t want the dial 
tone to wake me. 


He’s incredibly thoughtful, and all | can think about these 
days. 


If I’m being honest with myself he’s all I’ve ever thought 
about since | had my first thought about being with a man. 
There was never a thought about boys, because for me it 
was always only one man... Noah. 


He and my dad used to let me tag along when | was a kid, 
even when they did manly stuff like fishing, or sports, or 
smoking cigars in the backyard making up little contests like 
who could throw the most balls in the wheelbarrow, and the 
ball had to stick, it couldn’t bounce out. That was the rule. 


But there has to be some unwritten rule that a girl can’t be 
with her dad’s best friend, right? 


That’s what | keep telling myself, but here’s another 
example where Noah is being my protector even when I can 
take care of myself. 


Brent is harmless, especially here in front of everyone at the 
Christmas party, but harm seems to be exactly what Noah 
wants to inflict on him for so much as looking in my 
direction. 


“You okay?” Noah asks, as Brent walls off, shaking out his 
arm before he rubs it. He’s clearly favoring that side 
already. It’s like he fell off his bike and landed on that arm, 
but really that’s just how strong the grip was from Noah’s 
big, thick fingers. 


The same fingers I’ve imagined sliding inside me and doing 
things to me that I could never admit to my dad’s best 
friend, despite the fact that | want him in my life in all ways. 


My dad always spoke so highly of him, and | had a front row 
seat to be able to see just how honest and driven he was 
with his business, and how his integrity is what made the 
company famous. 


And those rock hard abs and the rest of his killer physique 
didn’t hurt either. 


These are just some of the reasons that | knew, no matter 
how much I was trying to fight it, that | was in love with 
him. Hopelessly in love. 


“Yeah, it was nothing. Really,” | say, not wanting Brent to 
get in any trouble or maybe even get fired. It seems like a 
crazy idea, but the way Noah looked, it might not be a far 
stretch. 


“Whenever a man puts his hands on you it is something,” 
Noah growls, moving in so close his own hand is almost 
brushing against mine. 


| can’t take it, and move my arm slightly so my fingertips 
graze the back of his knuckles, sending electricity pulsing 
through my entire body. 


He’s right. It is a big deal when a man puts his hands on me, 
or me on him... when it’s him and him alone. 


My heart kicks into overdrive, slamming against my ribcage 
so hard it caused my chest to ache. 


Or was that the ache of knowing | want what | can’t have? 
And did | ever want Noah. Always. 


“Mr. Nelson, it’s time to make the speech if we’re going to 
stay on schedule with the cake cutting and entertainment,” 
someone from HR says over his shoulder, but neither he, nor 
|, turn to look. 


“I'm dealing with something more important right now,” he 
says firmly. “lII be there only after | know everything here is 
absolutely resolved.” 


How about he resolves my trembling knees and the pool 
that’s forming in my panties right now? 


How about he resolves this burning desire | have for him, 
and the fact that | see the same desire in him more and more 
every day. And he’s getting less careful or cautious about 
hiding it. 


The HR specialist turns and leaves, knowing better than to 
question the man who’s nicknamed “Nutcracker.” 


Really it was just a more safe for work way of saying he was 
a ballbuster, which is exactly what Brent had asked me. 


“How are you getting along with ‘Nutcracker’ and his 
demands?” 


Brent got his answer before | opened my mouth, because 
true to his nickname, Noah demanded Brent take a hike. 


The only question is how much more of this can | take, 
before | demand he take me for the first time, and make me 
his... forever? 


CHAPTER 3 


Noah 


| didn’t even want to give this speech, but | managed to 
power through it. | had no interest in it anymore, my 
attention clearly on Ann. 


It’s not that | don’t want to thank my employees. | do. It’s 
just that | want a very special Christmas gift of my own this 
year, and she’s so damn close | can smell her, taste her, 
touch her. 


Knowing | wouldn’t be able to focus long, | cut it short, going 
with a quick thank you followed by the announcement of 
this year’s Christmas bonuses, which were bigger than ever. 


Then | excused myself into the conference room, while HR 
gave instructions for some game called a Christmas Carol 
Pictionary Relay followed by a “snowball” toss. 


Kid’s stuff, when all | could think about was my woman. 


| didn’t want to be here anymore. | just wanted to take her 
back to my place, grab a blanket and light a fire and watch 
Christmas movies on the couch while we drank hot 
chocolate. 


What the...? 
I’ve never had thoughts like that before. | don’t even watch 


Christmas movies, let alone know any. Okay, the one with 
Jimmy Stewart and the other one with the kid that licks the 


pole and his tongue gets stuck but that’s it. And | don’t eat 
sweets, let alone drink hot chocolate. 


I’m changing, | can feel it. It’s her, and it’s for the better. 
I’ve always been completely happy with who I am, but at 
thirty-eight years old maybe Mother Nature is telling me 
something. 


Then again maybe it’s just her. 


| had no intention of ever marrying and settling down, but 
with her settling is the last word that would ever come to 
mind. 


She’s like winning the lottery, back-to-back-to-back three 
hundred and sixty five days a year, and then getting struck 
by lightning twice on the last day. 


That’s how damn lucky | am, and I know it. 


Something comes over me, and | feel her presence, knowing 
she’s stepped into the conference room. 


My forearms tighten and | get goosebumps all over my body, 
the hair on my arms stands at attention and my heart slams 
itself repeatedly against my ribcage. 


| glance over my shoulder, and there she is, standing just 
inside the threshold of the door. 


The way that long, blonde hair falls over her shoulders has 
thoughts running through my head of me pulling on it while 
she’s bent over this table as | take her for the first time. 
Fuck, how many times these last few weeks have | had that 
fantasy... knifing my fingers through her hair as | claim her 
deep from behind. 


| audibly clear my throat, trying to get that damn lump outta 
there...the one that just seems to form whenever she’s 
around. 


My dick grows hard, and the tightness in my trousers in 
beyond uncomfortable. | swear if | closed my eyes and 
imagined being inside her for more than five seconds I'd ruin 
not just my Sunspel briefs, but also the Italian wool fabric 
that went into these custom made trousers. 


Slowly, a smile creeps across her face and fuck me. All the 
innocence, youth, everything that she should be enjoying, 
but were taken from her, appears. To think that | may have 
something to do with that causes my back to straighten and 
my chest to swell with pride. 


“Thought you might like some company,” she says. 
“Not really much for social gatherings either?” 


“How'd you guess?” she says, a slight laugh sliding from her 
lips as she enters the room. 


“Because we're two-of-a-kind in that regard.” 


“Not just in that way,” she says, looking at the chair next to 
me. “Mind if | sit down?” 


| glance up at her, realizing she’s barely taller standing than 
| am seated. | could reach out and pull her into me right 
now and claim those plump lips of hers... but fuck, | 
somehow resist. 


The scent of vanilla cloaks the room, and now | know why 
they say it’s an aphrodisiac. At least it is when she’s 


wearing it. Then again, that could just be her natural scent. 
| always seem to smell it when she’s near. It’s like I’m a 
Shark sniffing blood in the sea. If she’s close, l'Il find her on 
scent alone. 


Feral. 
Animal. 
It’s what she’s turned me into. 


“Or I can go talk to Brent?” It’s a question disguised asa 
statement, and I’m not about to disguise my disgust for 
anything remotely to do with her speaking with another 
man. 


“Oh hell no, you’re not,” | say, standing so fast that the chair 
slides out from behind me and slams into the wall before 
tumbling on its side. 


She should take a step back. She should be afraid of my 
aggression, but | swear she only leans in closer. 


“Do you like that little shit?” | demand to know. The bastard 
was good looking, it’s one of the reasons we hired him. 
Clients loved him and he had a charm, when he wasn’t being 
Sleazy with my woman. But now | just want to rip the 
fucker’s head off and shit down his neck for looking Ann’s 
way. Tear his fucking eyes out and skull fuck him so he'll 
never see anything again, especially my woman. 


The rage that consumes me is an entirely new feeling and it 
makes me feel alive... because of her. 


“| don’t like... younger guys,” she says softly as her head 
turns to the side and she looks up innocently at me. 


“Then what do you like?” | ask, demanding to know if her 
interest lies elsewhere so | can deal with that swiftly and 
surely. | will be the only one for her and will dispatch any 
and all would be challengers swiftly and thoroughly. Fuck, | 
sound like some sort of medieval knight now. My thoughts 
like a warrior wanting to do battle with anyone who comes 
for my maiden. 


“You honestly don’t know?” 

“I have my thoughts,” | answer quickly. 

“But you've never...acted on them.” 

“Not until now,” | say, unable to hold back a second longer. | 
grab her by the waist, pulling her body into mine as I claim 
her sweet lips. 

The feel of her warm breath mixing with mine has my cock 
twitching and every possessive bone in me rising up, pulling 
her body into mine so tightly I’m surprised | don’t crush her. 
But she doesn’t complain one bit, only melting into me 
completely and kissing me just as hungrily as I’m devouring 


her. 


“Whoa!” | hear, turning to see Brent just outside the 
doorway. “| just came to check up on—“ 


“Your final check will be sent to your house on Monday, now 
get the fuck out. You’re fired.” 


“Wha... Bu...?” 


“Out!” | snarl, and Brent turns and high tails it to the exit. 


“Did you just.. fire him?” 

“| should have done it fifteen minutes ago,” | confess. 
“Why?” Ann asks. 

“Because he tried claiming another man’s woman.” 
“Who? Whose?” 

“You. Because you’re mine,” | growl, claiming her mouth 


again, showing her with my kiss who she belongs to this 
Christmas...and forever. 


CHAPTER 4 


Ann 


“Looks like somebody found their way under the mistletoe,” 
Nancy says as Noah and | walk back in through the area 
where all the employees are playing games and having a 
great time. Apparently Brent took it upon himself to run his 
mouth after he ran out of the conference room. 


I’m not sure how to address this, but luckily | don’t have to. 


“Brent went sniffing where he didn’t belong,” Noah states 
very flatly. “Anybody else wants to come snooping in my 

business, or my woman’s, they'll be dealt with in a similar 
fashion. Do | make myself clear,” his voice booms. 


All the heads in the room turn and mumbles are heard. 
“Do. |. Make. Myself. Clear?” 
“Yes,” erupts in unison. 


“Good. Merry Christmas,” he says, taking my hand and 
leading me to the elevators. 


| try not to stare at him as we step inside, but | just keep 
glancing at him or his reflection in the mirrors. There’s just 
something about his size, the way he’s looking at me even 
more possessively than he has lately, and | know what’s 
next. 


There’s no doubt about it and | have absolutely no doubts 
that I’m ready. 


I’ve waited eighteen years to be with a man, but not just any 
man, this man. 


Him. 


The elevator continues down past the garage, and opens 
one level lower. 


“Where are we?” 

“The private garage.” 

We step out and it’s like we’re in the Batcave, Noah’s Santa 
Claus red Ferrari is parked right in front of the elevator. The 


second | see it, it greets him! 


“Good evening, Mr. Nelson.” The doors open and he helps 
me inside. 


“What else does this car do?” | ask, somewhat jokingly, as 
he slides into the driver’s seat. 


His big mitt grabs the stick shift while his other hand takes 
the wheel. 


“It gets us to my place really damn fast so | don’t have to 
wait another second.” 


“Another second for what?” | ask, ninety-nine percent sure of 
what he’s talking about but I want to hear him say it. 


He brings the car to an abrupt stop, his body turning in his 
seat to square up to me. “To make you mine.” 


CHAPTER 5 


Noah 


| didn’t hear a peep out of her as | sped back to my place, 
wondering if I'd done something wrong or if she was having 
second thoughts. 


No matter what, no matter how intense my need, I’d never 
rush her into something she wasn’t ready for. 


As much as | want to jump forward right fucking now toa 
four-car garage, a white picket fence and five kids | have to 
respect her and her boundaries... if she decides to put some 
up now. 


l'II show her how she means more than anything to me and 
those boundaries will come tumbling down. | know it. And 
as much as I’m so damn impatient, | have to wait on her to 
be ready. 


Speaking of ready, | want to pull the car over right here and 
now and take her before we even get to the house. To fill her 
with my seed, claim her, and breed with her. 


Instead my aggression is taken out on the gas pedal. I’m 
only ten miles per hour over the speed limit, but I’m under 
complete control, no way would | endanger Ann. | know 
these Ferrari’s inside and out, having owned them for almost 
as long as she’s been alive. 


But had the thoughts of a life together, and the way | was 
expressing them so strongly, made her think | was too 


protective and overbearing? 


It might look like | have a short fuse, especially after | fired 
Brent like | did, but he had it coming. | gave him one 
chance at the party, but when he came looking for her in the 
conference room and made that childish sound when he 
found us it was time. 


When he ran his mouth to everyone it only reinforced that 
I'd made the right decision, not that | ever questioned it. 


The only question now is will she change her mind about her 
decision? Then again I never really gave her a choice, did |? 


The leather steering wheel cracks as my fingers wrap around 
it tightly, gripping the life out of it. It feels like there’s a 
monkey on my back, digging its claws in right now. I’m so 
damn tense my muscles have locked up. 


The last thing | want to do is scare her away, ruin what we 
have and ruin her Christmas. But | have to have her. 


| pull up to my home and key in the code, quickly moving up 
the driveway and pulling the car to a stop in front of my 
house, not even wasting a second pulling into the garage. 


But | don’t get out. 


| push a button and the car turns off. It’s pin drop quiet 
inside and | turn to her, seeing her biting her lower lip. 


Clearly she’s thinking about something... contemplating, but 
what? 


| rotate my body on the seat and look at her with all the 
gravity in the world, letting her know | respect whatever 


decision she needs to make right now. 
“Ann?” 


Slowly she nods, before turning to me, but I can see her 
mind is somewhere else. “Uh huh?” 


Time to lay it all on the line, not that | hadn’t before but it’s 
time to really let her know just how deep my feral desire 
runs for her. 


“We don’t have to go inside if you’re not ready. | mean, we 
can go inside and just... be friends,” | say, my teeth 
clenching at that idea. Fuck that thought, but dammit, if 
that’s what it takes tonight to become more than friends 
later then that’s what it has to be. “But | have to warn you, 
I’m not sure if l'Il be able to hold back. The truth is,” | say, 
preparing to spill my guts, but who cares. All you have in 
this world, aS a man, are your balls and your word, and I’m 
about to lay them both on the table right fucking now. “The 
truth is | want you now and forever. The truth is you’ve been 
mine for a few weeks now. And the truth is I’m not going to 
stop until you are mine...forever. I’m going to give you 
everything you could have ever hoped and wished for, and 


She brings a finger up slowly, placing it on my lips, silencing 
me. “All | ever wanted, was you. And I’m ready,” she says. 


My stomach tightens and | don’t even have words to reply. 
All my life I’ve been the thinker, the analytical one, the 
unemotional one. 


Not anymore. With her | feel. Smells run deeper. Sights 
more vivid. Her touch electric. 


“It’s always been you for me, Noah,” she says, causing my 
heart to damn near miss a beat, or five. 


“Always?” 


“Ever since | had feelings, they were always for you, and 
always will be.” 


I. Cannot. Move. 


| want to claim her mouth, carry her into the house and show 
her just how much she means to me, and how l'Il deliver on 
those desires | now know for sure she has for me. 


But I| can’t say anything. | probably look like a jerk for just 
sitting here not even moving, but I can’t. 


“Did |...go too far?” she asks. “Say... reveal too much?” She 
pauses and | just want to hold her and make her feel safe, 
protected, know she can always say anything she wants 
around me no matter how revealing, crazy, or any other 
emotion it might conjure. I’m her safe place. She’s my 
everything. “I love you, Noah. I’ve been in love with you so 
long it’s all | know. It defines me.” 


“Ann,” | whisper. 

“| just had to tell you...to let you know.” 

No more waiting. | grab her by the back of her head and pull 
her face into mine, claiming her lips again but this time 
we're steps from my home. 


No office Christmas party. 


No one to interrupt. 


Just the two of us, and all of Christmas Eve, Christmas Day, 
and that week leading into New Year's, and... forever. 


“I've been wanting this so damn bad,” | mumble into her 
mouth as | continue to devour her sweet lips, pulling her up 
and out of her seat and into my lap. 


| swing open the door with my free hand and cradle her with 
the other, never letting my lips leave hers. 


Kicking the door shut, not worrying about the loud bang or 
the damage | just caused to my prized automobile | carry her 
straight to the front door. 

And it’s in that moment that another part of me changes. 
The prize was never the cars, the money, the interviews with 
Fortune magazine. 

These were all hollow victories that | had while | just worked 
more hours, stressed myself out more, and came home to an 
empty house. 

The prize, the culmination of life, everything starts with her. 


My woman to share all this with, to spoil, to build something 
infinitely more important than a business or a bank account. 


A family. 


And it’s time to get started on that right fucking now. 


CHAPTER 6 


Ann 


As Noah carries me across the threshold | know what’s going 
to happen tonight. As a matter of fact | crave it, want it 
down to my bone marrow, but still I’d be lying if | didn’t say | 
wasn’t nervous as hell. 


| was completely inexperienced and wanted to please Noah 
more than anything in the world. Would | be good enough? 


He carries me straight through the front door and into the 
bedroom, tossing me on the bed as he stares down at me. 


A wave of emotions wash over me. Memories of how much 
I’ve loved this man since | even fully understood what that 
word meant consume me. 


He takes a step closer to the bed and my heart jackknifes in 
my chest. | try to swallow but my throat is completely dry. 
How can I even speak right now. 


But that’s the least of my worries based on the look in his 
eyes. 


| can’t breathe, can’t think, no matter how much | 
concentrate on what | should do to please him. 


| come up on my elbows and breathe in the smell of the 
mahogany wood, reminding me that I’ve been in Noah’s 
house many a time before, but never this room. Never his 
master bedroom. 


It’s rugged yet refined, and masculine to the core, and 
apparently I’m not the only one taking in the scents that 
engulfs us. 


Noah’s nostrils flare as his eyelids almost close, but don’t 
quite, as he breathes in deep. “I swear | can smell your 
desire for me,” he says, before moving right next to the bed, 
brushing a lock of hair off my cheek, and neatly tucking it 
behind my ear with a touch so tender I can barely believe 
it’s him. 


It’s like I’m a doll to him, one to possess, to have, to nurture, 
and keep in pristine condition. But | know that’s far from the 
case from his dilated pupils. He wants to throw me around 
the room like a ragdoll. He just hasn’t started yet. 


“How did | get so fucking lucky to have you as my woman?” 


“I'm thinking the exact same, except being my man. After 
all these years of waiting,” | say, my voice coming back to 
me. Part of me realizes that, at eighteen, it’s not like | could 
have waited that long, but to me the last few years have 
seemed like an absolute eternity. 


First the schoolgirl crush just before | turned sixteen, then 
feelings of confusion as he was my dad’s best friend, and 
then full-blown love. 


And now this. This moment. 


“I’m the lucky one here, despite my inability to ever properly 
put it into words. | wish | read books like you so | could be 
more articulate, but communication for me is usually just 
business talk or barking out orders. We're going to change 
that. I’m going to explore my mind through the world of 


fiction, just like | Know you do. But one thing that is non- 
fiction, an absolute fact, and that’s that even when I do 
obtain a better command of the English language l'Il still 
never be able to express everything | feel for you. lIl try my 
best for as long as we're side-by-side on this earth, which 
will be the best days any man has ever lived. And l'Il 
continue to try even when our souls are reunited in a 
different place, the spiritual world that | never believed 
existed, but right now all these thoughts are just slamming 
into my brain. They make no sense and complete sense at 
the same time. | never even talk like this, let alone think 
like this, but | Know without a doubt you are the sun that 
gives me light, the star that will guide all decisions | make, 
and you will breathe oxygen into the children we will 
create...together.” 


| fall back onto the bed, unable to support myself anymore. 
It’s not because my forearms have gotten tired, but because 
Noah has blown me away. It’s beyond powerful, from the 
heart, and reminds me why I’m absolutely the luckiest girl in 
the world. Not that I will ever forget or need reminding. 


He slides onto the bed, both of us fully clothed, as he pulls 
his body up to meet mine. Every ounce of fire inside him 
blending with every ounce of heat radiating from my own 
Skin, despite the obnoxious clothes that separate us. 


| don’t know if I’m falling in a dream or if the world has spun, 
tilting on its axis, but everything is falling right into place 
just like | fell in love with him, long ago. 


And now was the time we could finally be together. Now and 
forever. 


“You're so fucking beautiful. So sexy. So innocent,” he 
whispers into my ear just before he gently moves his mouth 


away from my ear and places those manly lips of his on 
mine. 


| melt upwards into his kiss, despite the laws of gravity. I’m 
weightless, breathless, and without a care in the world. 


Noah continues kissing me sweetly, softly with protective 
arms wrapped around me and his possessive hands pulling 
me tight into him. 


“I'm ready for more,” | admit, and feel his kiss intensify. 


He guides my body up the bed, lying me down carefully but 
never breaking our contact. 


From this position | can feel his cock pulsing in his pants as 
it presses up against my exposed inner thigh. His hips start 
to move up and down the length of the bed, scissoring the 
feel of his dick and I cry out for more, for the real thing. 


“| need to feel you, unclothed,” | demand as I pull away from 
his kiss, only then feeling how hot my face has become from 
kissing him so passionately. 


“And | need you unclothed, to see the most perfect feminine 
creature that has ever walked the face of the earth.” 


| want him inside me so bad. Part of me wants to take my 
time, but a bigger part of me is ready to be his, forever. 


Noah leans back on his shins and slowly unbuttons his shirt, 
not saying anything, just staring at me, drinking me in in 
long visual gulps. 


As he removes the last button and tosses his shirt to the side 
like the weight of the biggest burden in the world has been 


lifted from his shoulders | encounter a burden of my own. 


My pussy clenches at the sight of his body, reminding me of 
the massive problem that exists right now. 


He’s not inside me, filling me with his seed. 
| need him. 


He groans before leaning in and brushing the calloused pad 
of his thumb across my cheek. 


“So perfect. So innocent. So mine,” he says as if the fate of 
the world depends on us procreating tonight. 


And as far as our lives, together, are concerned. It does. 


CHAPTER 7 


Noah 


| damn near needed to pinch myself to understand that this 
was really real. 


After a few weeks of promising myself I’d never touch 
myself, only experience this release together when | could 
touch her, the moment had come. 


| reach for my belt, unfastening the buckle before slowly 
Sliding the belt through the loops. | can imagine the fun we 
can have with this Italian cowhide, but that’s for later. 
Tonight she’s going to ride me and hold on for dear life, 
because | know my hips are going to be bucking fora 
helluva lot more than eight seconds. 


My cock throbs, and as | drop my belt to the side | can barely 
unfasten my pants, the pressure from my rod threatening to 
rip through the fabric and bust the zipper wide open. 


| tilt my hips back and try and push my cock down with one 
hand, while | unzip with the other... never taking my eyes off 
her baby blues. The sea that was her eyes was an ocean 
that | was ready to get lost in. Hell, | was already a goner in 
everything concerned with her. 


Slowly she begins unbuttoning her blouse, but | just shake 
my head. “Don’t even think of unwrapping my Christmas 
gift,” | command, causing her hands to freeze and then fall 
to her sides on the sheets. 


| slide off the bed, and slide my pants down my legs, 
forgetting | still have my shoes on, which | quickly kick off. 


Seconds later and my underwear is all that’s left. 


“And | want to pull the last bow off my Christmas gift,” she 
demands in her own way. 


My hands freeze on my waistband, then drop to my side as | 
step toward the bed, and then closer to the top of the bed, 
realizing her arms aren't long and her hands are tiny. 


Never taking her eyes from mine, she grabs the elastic and 
then pulls it forward. She can’t help but smile just before 
she leans in and looks inside my briefs as if they’re the box 
that holds a gift she doesn’t know about. 


Oh she knows all right, and I’m going to show her. She’s 
getting my seed this Christmas, and nine months to the day 
she’s getting another surprise or two. 


Our first baby, or babies. The way we’re so meant for each 
other, I'd be shocked if we don’t have twins. 


“Noah,” she says, still looking down the length of my rod. 

| say nothing. 

“You. Are. Huge.” 

It makes sense because I’m harder than I’ve ever been in my 
entire life. Hell, my balls were already drawn up and ready 


to fire, but not in her mouth. 


Babies. That’s what | wanted to make this Christmas. Who 
needs a fucking gingerbread shortcake house or whatever 


the hell they’re called when you can have your own home, in 
real life, with your own flesh and blood? 


Not us. That’s who. 


As she moved to sit up on the bed her skirt has slid up and | 
can see her pretty, white, virginal panties. | crane my neck 
Slightly to get a better look at her clearly visible slick folds, 
despite the damn cotton that keeps me from them at the 
moment. 


That’s gonna change real soon, especially when I rip them 
off with my teeth. 


“That’s not gonna fit,” she says. 


“It’s gonna be a tight fit, but you know we'll make it work. 
We'll always find a way to make things work, when it comes 
to us.” 


“I know, but | mean | don’t want you to hold back.” 


“Baby, I’m gonna try. The last thing | ever want to do is hurt 
you, whether it’s because I’m lost in the moment or any 
other way. Always unintentionally of course, but of course it 
will never happen regardless. That’s not just my intention. 
That’s a promise.” 


She slides my underwear down the sides of my legs and | 
step out of each leg, my cock right in her face which allows 
her to fist my shaft with both hands. 


Despite her stacked grip she still barely covers half my 
length, staring at my bulbous head which is already covered 
in precome. 


“| want to suck it,” she asks, but | can’t have that. 


“No. First | claim you. Plus, if | were to allow you to wrap 
those warm, bee-stung lips around my member I’d unload 
instantly, covering your throat like the world’s most valuable 
splatter painting, because believe me...I’ve been saving this 
first batch my entire life, for the one, even though | didn’t 
know it. 


“You mean?” 


| nod, knowing after all these years it was the right move. 
“Yep. We’re both getting something entirely new this 
Christmas.” 


“But how? You must have had—” 


| bring a finger to her lips, both silencing her and making 
sure she doesn’t change her mind and cover my shaft in that 
warm mouth of hers. 


“I had something in my head telling me to wait for you, 
that’s what. Those Most Eligible Man of The Year Covers are 
publicity, nothing more. | never acted on anything, which 
makes this all the more perfect... not to mention there was 
nothing to ever act on. | never desired anyone until | 
desired you. 


| pull my finger from her mouth and slide on top of her on 
the bed, taking my turn, and my time, to unwrap my gift 
now. 


And is she ever a gift. And not only that, she’ll be the gift 
that keeps giving... me babies. 


Button by button | move my way down her blouse, letting 
the backs of my knuckles drag across the fabric which 
covered her breasts and then her stomach. 


Once | reach the last button | yank it from her skirt and 
instinctively she leans forward, allowing me to pull each 
sleeve off her arms. 

Her bra strains to contain her ample chest that I’m dying to 
bury my face in, but not until I’m done with these annoying 
clothes. 


| grab the bottom of her skirt, and jerk it down and up in one 
motion, lifting her legs up in the air as it clears her heels. 


“You're not gonna—” 
“I’m saving those for last.” 


| slide my hands back up her legs, her skin feeling like it’s on 
fire despite the goosebumps that form under my digits. 


| grab her hips, giving them a quick massage stroke with my 
thumbs and then continue along right up her back to her 
bra. 

Taking the hooks in one hand | scissor my fingers and the 
fucker unhooks, taking me seconds away from what I’m 
dying to see. 

Her hands jerk up and she covers her bra. 


“Off,” | command, “and no sliding your hands in place after.” 


She does as she’s told, freeing her tits and immediately | 
dive in face first sucking first one nipple, then both at the 


same time as | squeeze her breasts together firmly. 


A popping sound echoes off the high ceiling when | pull my 
lips away, lean back and take in the sight of her. 


But the moment doesn’t last long as I dive right back in, 
taking her panties in my teeth, and ripping them side to side 
like a feral dog destroying a stuffed animal. 


And the second | see that glistening wet virgin pussy that’s 
exactly what | become, licking straight up her middle before 
lapping at her folds. 


“My shoes,” she moans. 


“I can’t stop now,” | growl, my body sliding down the bottom 
of the bed, grabbing her by the calves as | jerk her back and 
into my face. 


My shins rest on the rug at the foot of the bed while | bury 
my face in her hole. 


She finds good use for those heels now, wrapping her feet 
together in some kind of yoga type pose, the heels getting 
intertwined. 


Good, because it just locks me in place exactly where | want 
to be... heaven, in-between her thighs. 


“I'm going to stick my tongue so far inside your cunt that 
when your scream of completion rocks you to the core, your 
inner thighs will clench so tight against the sides of my head 
| won’t even be able to hear you. But l'Il be able to feel you. 
Feel your body quiver on my mouth, my skull... everything.” 


Her hips writhe against my face, but I’m not done telling her 
how this is about to go down. “I’m going to lick up every 

last drop of your cream, hold it in my mouth, savoring it like 
a fine wine, and then swallow it down like it’s the elixir from 
the fountain of youth. Because as far as I’m concerned it is.” 


Her chest hitches and | can audibly hear her panting. 


“And not a drop will find the sheets, just like after I’ve rocked 
your world with my tongue and mouth you, shoving my dick 
so far inside you that my come has nowhere to go but to 
breed you with two babies.” 


“I'm so wet, Noah. Eat my wet pussy.” 


“You don’t have to tell me twice,” | growl, burying my face in 
her slit before | lick up and down like a painter crafting 
something more valuable than the Mona Lisa. When | reach 
the top of her opening | explore, finding her clit with my 
tongue and giving it a good flick before taking it in my lips 
and sucking it back towards my mouth. 


“Oh fuck!” she screams just before her inner thighs do 
indeed lock against the sides of my heads...just like | knew 
they would. 


Up and down. Back and forth. | lick her clean like a starved 
cat licking a milk bowl. 


My dick somehow grows harder, thumping the edge of the 
bed as | lean forward, really getting my tongue deep inside 
her. 


“Oh fuck, Noah. I’m gonna...I’m gonna. Uh...uh... ah!” 


| cup her ass hard, sliding a finger inside her, grounding her 
body as she climaxes right in my face. Despite her wild 
bucking, and her own attempts to paint my face now as her 
hips cause her slit to thrust up and down across my chin, 
mouth, and nose, | hold her in place. And her thighs grow 
even tighter against my skull, willing me to go deeper, 
which | do with my tongue as if I’m licking clean the hand 
mixer beaters that mothers across the world allow their 
children to lick when preparing desserts. 


But there’s nothing as sweet as her, and she knows damn 
well my tongue is going to clean every nook and cranny of 
her channel. 


| tilt her hips like a bowl and continue to devour her juices, 
knowing next time | need to somehow store this in a 
cryogenic chamber that l'II have to buy so I can access it 
whenever | need an immense boost of energy and raw 
power, because that’s exactly what her fluids are giving me 
right now. 


Better yet, screw the cryogenic chamber. lIl just eat her 
pussy out multiple times a day, whenever the fuck | want 
that rush, and to see that look on her face of complete 
ecstasy. 


Her hips buck wildly a few more times before the small 
aftershocks set in. 


“No man will ever know that incredible taste | just 
experienced,” | say, as her thighs release me and | slide up 
her body, only after | know I’ve got every last drop. 


“Yes. Only you.” 


“Damn right.” 


| grab her hips and slide her back up the length of the bed, 
her head on the pillows as | stare at her red skin. She’s 
completely flush throughout her body. 


“You felt that everywhere,” | say, raking my eyes across her 
still. 


“Everywhere.” 


“See the way you look now, all laid out and bare, spent 
because | got you off makes me a proud man.” 


“And it makes you the only man for me.” 


| slide two fingers down her body, watching the way her skin 
responds to me. So soft. So perfect. So mine. 


| slide two fingers in her opening, surprised at what | find. 
“You're already wet again.” 
“You have a way of doing that to me,” she coyly smiles. 


| bring my fingers to her face and she leans forward, licking 
her own cream causing her eyes to roll back in her head. 


“Fuck, now | see why you had the reaction you did.” 


“That wasn’t a reaction. That was a complete out of body 
experience.” 


“When are we gonna have another in body experience?” 
She gives me a smirk. 


“What kind of in body experience?” | ask Knowing damn well 
what we both want, but | want to hear her say it. | want 
those dirty words to roll off her virginal tongue. The one 
that’s never tasted a man’s cock, just like her pussy. 


“Noah,” she says, and hearing her say my name is like 
turning this raging inferno inside me into absolute melting 
hot white lava. 


“Tell me, beautiful. | want to hear you say it. | want to lose 
control from your words. Because when we both lose, we 
both win.” 


“Win what exactly?” she says knowingly, but she’s just like 
me. She wants to hear it out loud. 


“Babies inside you this Christmas.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Ann 


Noah stares down at me, waiting for me to tell him exactly 
what | want, like a cheetah stalking a gazelle on the 
Serengeti. He’s alert, his focus intent, just waiting on that 
moment to pounce. 


And my words are what’s going to set him off. 


His hand slides up to the sides of my throat, massaging it 
firmly yet carefully. “I need to hear you Say it,” he hisses 
through clenched teeth. 


| can feel his rock hard cock pressed against me. His 
length... his girth... that massive thing he’s going to bury 
inside me and probably break me in half with. 


And I’m going to love every second of it. 


| start dripping just thinking about it, my body priming me 
for his huge rod. 


“Ann, beautiful. Tell me what you want me to do to you,” he 
says, and | can hear the pain in his voice as if his testicles 
are about to explode from the pressure. He needs to get off, 
to fill me with his seed, just as much as | need it to happen. 


He grinds his body against mine and a sensation races 
through me even greater than when his mouth turned me 
into putty in his hands. 


“| know that feels good,” he says, reading my body, knowing 
what I like. Then again | like everything when it comes to 
him, just like | can see he can’t get enough of every ounce of 
me. 


“Say it, Ann, or else l'Il have to take what | want.” 


“Maybe | want that.” I’m primed and ready to go. “What if | 
do?” 


“I know we both do,” he says, kissing my cheek softly, a 
tender moment mixed in with all the strained muscles in his 
body, his hard cock, and the feral look in his eyes. 


“I'm ready to get lost in you, in-between those perfect legs 
of yours which just claimed my entire fucking skull. Now it’s 
my turn, our turn, to build something together.” 


| suck in a breath so hard there’s no air left inside me. | feel 
dizzy, | try and take a breath, but it’s just a short quick burst 
as if lve been given a split second warning that I’m about to 
dive to the depths of the sea. 


And that’s where we're both going to go...the depths of our 
souls. 


“| can’t wait anymore, woman,” he demands. “I’m going to 
come all over your skin and mark you as mine if I’m not 
inside you damn soon. Are you ready for me?” 

“I'm ready.” 


“Tell me how ready you are,” he growls. 


“I'm ready for you to slide your cock so far inside me that | 
can’t breathe. You took my breath away years ago and now | 


want you to take it in another way, just like | want you to 
take my virginity. You’re the only man for me, Noah, and | 
want to feel everything about you that makes you that man 
right now when you slam your hips into me and fill my wet 
pussy with your throbbing, huge cock for the first time.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Noah 


In one move I bury my cock in her tight, wet pussy, taking 
her innocence forever. 


Mine. 

She gasps out loud, the pain clear and instant on her face. 

| still inside her, letting her adjust to my girth and size. 
“You okay?” 

“Uh huh,” she says quickly, but I’m not buying it. 

“| couldn’t help myself anymore.” 

“| want you to help yourself, to all of me.” 

“You sure?” 

She nods. “l'Il open up and adjust.” 

She grabs my forearms and | slowly start pulling back, 
letting her body go back to its normal state. When the only 
thing left inside her is the crown of my cock | slide back in, 
slowly, even though the only thing on my mind right now is 


rearing back and letting her feel all of my power, all of the 
force | have inside me. 


| want to fill her with my seed, need to breed with her, but 
the last thing | ever want to do is hurt her. 


After what seems like an eternity | feel myself buried as 
deep as I| can physically go, and then | ease out again. 


In and out. In and out, until she’s slowly opening wider for 
me, and my pace starts to quicken. 


My heart slams inside my chest and | feel my balls pull up 
already, the result of everything we’ve done to this point 
and all the waiting. Not to mention her pussy is so damn 
tight it’s practically strangling me in the best way possible. 
“Baby, | can’t take much more. I’m gonna finish.” 


“Me too,” she says. “Come in me, Noah. Make me a baby.” 


“Not a baby. Babies,” | remind her just before my eyes close 
and my thrusting hits another level. 


Suddenly I’m slamming in and out of her, her body flipping 
and flopping like a rag doll as a coat of sweat covers me. 


“Noah!” she screams. 


| reach down and run my thumb across her nub one time 
and feel her walls close in around my cock. 


That’s all | can take, everything inside me snapping. 


Everything inside me tenses and | don’t need experience to 
know what’s about to happen next. 


My breathing stops and I cry out in a deep, feral moan like a 
possessed wolf, my head tilting back as | fill her with my 


come. 


Quickly my head snaps back forward, needing to see the 
expression on her face...to see what I’ve done to her, and so 
she can see what she’s done to me. 


Possessiveness slams through me knowing that she’s mine 
now, Officially. She always was, even before | knew it, but 
now there’s no doubt. There never was, but there’s just 
something official about this. | feel like going outside and 
making the fence and gate around the house twice as thick, 
needing to protect what’s mine. 


| feel territorial, obsessed, and completely satisfied for the 
first time in my life. 


“That was incredible,” she says, pulling my face in close to 
hers and rubbing the tip of her nose across mine. 


“You're incredible.” And it was the truth a billion times over. 
And now the best part of life was about to begin. The 
opportunity given to me each and every second for the rest 
of my life, to prove to her that we were always meant to be 
together. Always. Forever. 


Mine. 


CHAPTER 10 


Ann 
The first working day after Christmas 


Noah squeezes my hand tight as we enter the private 
elevator which quickly races up to the top floor of the 
building which bears his nickname. 


“If anyone says anything, you tell me. Okay?” 


| nod. We step off the elevator and make our way toward the 
general entrance to the floor. 


Most of the people here look like they’re still hungover from 
Christmas, moving at a snail’s pace and with droopy eyes to 
boot. But do those eyes open up when they see Noah 

holding my hand, claiming me, and also what’s on my hand. 


The morning after Noah claimed me, and by morning that 
includes the entire night we stayed up making love, 
listening to Christmas carols, watching it snow, and blowing 
against the windows watching them fog, he had the 
representatives from Tiffany’s come to the house with a wide 
assortment of rings. 


First of all | wasn’t expecting that, at all. 
Second, | didn’t even know it was possible. 


And third, by representatives there were three men, all 
flamboyantly gay and fabulous, who made selecting a ring 


so much fun, and then an older gentleman who did the 
sizing and fit. It was one heck of a morning, and one that l'Il 
never forget... just like l'II never forget the looks on people’s 
faces at the size of my five-karat pink diamond ring. 


As we approach the reception area | see Nancy, the facilities 
and administration manager. Her back is to us, but | can 
hear her jovial voice already. She’s always a joy to be 
around. 


“So, did anybody you know get engaged this Christmas?” 
she asks our receptionist, Beth 


Beth’s eyes light up as she takes sight of my hand interlaced 
with Noah’s. Nancy clearly sees the reaction on Beth’s face 
and spins to see what’s going on. 


Her eyes immediately lock on our hands too, and her hand 
comes up to her chest as she takes in a deep breath. 


a O h my.” 


“We're going to need to make some changes to our 
paperwork on file,” Noah says. 


“Some...oh right,” she says, trying to play it cool, but she’s 
already blushing as if she’s nervous. “We just need to 
contact Steven to get that started.” She pivots to address 
Beth. “Can you phone the legal department.” 


“Why do we need them?” Noah growls. 
“Well, sir. It’s just that..um...after what happened at the 


Christmas party, Steven asked me to alert him as soon as 
you came in this morning.” 


“And why would Steven ask you to do something like that?” 
“In case... well, you Know, you were drinking a bit of spiked 
eggnog!” she says, trying to be funny in a childish way. But 
Noah’s not having that. 

a Nancy” 

a Sir.” 

“My car has an override to self-drive if it detects I’m not 
driving absolutely perfectly. That was installed because | 
work late into the night and get tired, not due to drinking. 
That was a one time thing. There’s nothing to worry about.” 
“| think he was worried about something else, sir.” 

“There you are, sir,” Steven says, scurrying down the hall. 
“Oh,” he says as he slides to a stop, taking in Noah’s and I’s 
intertwined hands. “Can we speak, sir?” 

“Speak,” Noah command. 

“Maybe in private.” 

“There are no secrets here, Steven. What I can hear she can 
hear,” he says, squeezing my hand tighter, letting me know 
we're in this crazy thing called life together. In all ways. 
“Sir, this might not be the right—“ 

“Say it,” Noah bellows out. 

Steven lowers his voice like a kid and practically whispers, 


“We need to discuss prenuptial agreements if, well, you’ve 
taken action as it seems you already—” 


“No, Steven. We need to discuss living trusts, estate 
planning, and a tax-deferred college savings account for 
two.” 


His face scrunches up. “I wouldn’t..| mean at least not yet... 
| can’t advise you to do—“ 


“| didn’t ask anyone for their advice.” 


“Right, sir,” he says. “So...um...the two of you will be going 
back to college?” His eyebrow raises. 


“No, for the twins we’re having.” 


Nancy giggles and starts clapping hysterically. 
“Congratulations!” and | can see she absolutely means it. 
She’s got a big family including a bunch of kids and even 
more grandkids, at least that’s what she told me when | was 
filling out paperwork my first day. She’s the queen of 
oversharing personal information, but | can’t help but really 
enjoy being around her. She’s so disarming and fun with her 
honesty and stories and knowing that we already have one 
person here who’s happy for us makes me feel better 
already. I’m gonna miss her when she retires next year on 
her seventy-fifth birthday. 


“Sir, | must say, we'll have to get this all approved by the 
board.” 


“lam the board, Steven, and if you don’t draft the 
paperwork | requested, immediately, I’m going to put my 
hand through the wall, rip out a 2x4, and hit you over the 
head with that board. You understand me?” 


“Yes sir.” 


“This is my woman, and we're in this forever. There will 
never be any safety nets because we're flying dammit, and 
nobody’s gonna bring us down.” 


Steven scampers off and Nancy and Beth immediately get to 
gossiping, but | don’t mind. | can already hear Nancy oohing 
and aahing about my ring, so it’s kinda fun to have another 
woman to share this with. At least when we finish our 
paperwork I can share. I’m sure she'll be the first to come 
and get the 411 from me. 


Then again she’s not going to get much. 

What happens between Noah and | is our personal business. 
It’s sacred, just like the way he treats me. I’m an introvert at 
heart anyway, so | value these private, cherished moments... 
and that’s exactly what every moment with Noah feels like. 


“Do you have plans for later, sir?” Nancy asks Noah. 


“Getting Ann moved into my office,” he says. “That’s the 
plan.” 


“I'll have the facilities team get to work on that right away,” 
she says. 


“Do we have plans?” | ask. 
“From now on, yes?” 
“What does that mean?” 


“Whether I have plans or not, my plans are always with you, 
and I’m not breaking those for anyone.” 


“Nor am 1,” I say, melting into his side. 

“Now let’s go make this official in yet another way,” he winks 
down at me just before leaning down and kissing me right 
on the lips in front of the other two women. 


“You look so cute together,” Nancy says. 


“We're not cute together,” Noah says. “We're perfect 
together.” 


“Awww,” she replies. 
“Mine,” he growls at me. 


“Mine,” | say. 


EPILOGUE 


Noah 


Next Christmas 


“Honey, I’m home,” | call out as I toss the keys in the bowl by 
the table and enter our home. 


“Shhh, you'll wake Nate and Natalia,” she says from the 
rocking chair that she grabbed from another room in the 
house and brought into the foyer of our fifty thousand 
square foot home. Even as big as it is, | Know it’s not going 
to be big enough for the size of family | want to have. 


“What are you doing in here?” 


“| wanted you to be able to see your babies as soon as you 
walked in the door.” 


“You know me too well, because seeing my three babies is 
all that’s ever on my mind.” 


“Three? I’m not pregnant, bucko. There are just the twins 
for now.” 


“You're my one and only baby, the original, baby,” I say, 
carefully leaning forward and kissing her on the cheek. 


I’m not much with cameras but if | was I’d take a picture of 
this moment right now, frame it, and put it on display 
forever. My amazing wife, holding both of our babies with 


the Christmas tree behind them. | truly am the luckiest man 
on the face of the earth. 


It’s crazy how things change. | thought I was doing pretty 
damn good when | used to come home after a long day, but 
now | realize | literally had nothing back then...only a big 
pile of money. 


Now we have each other. 
“Mind if | grab Natalia?” 


“Just try and go slow so you don’t wake her,” my woman 
says, and when it comes to our children | always take her 
advice. 


Carefully | take Natalia from her arms and pull her close to 
my chest. Feeling her tiny heart beat is incredible. Knowing 
she relies on her mother and | for literally everything is 
overwhelming. 


My protective side flares up more than it usually does and 
I’m on high alert, making sure my baby is safe. 


“There you go again,” Ann says. 


“What?” | ask, but | have a pretty good idea of what’s 
coming. 


“Whenever you’re around one of the kids, and especially 
when you’re holding them, it’s like you’re scanning the area 
for threats. It’s like you’re a Navy SEAL on a mission to take 
out public enemy number one. 


“That’s because | am scanning for threats,” | say, furrowing 
my brow and moving my head side to side as if I’m scanning 


the horizon for combatants. 


Ann laughs and | can’t help but join in. The babies stay fast 
asleep though, knowing mom and dad are always going to 
keep them safe. 


“How was your day?” | ask. 


Now that Ann’s here at the house all day with two three- 
month-old’s | get to hear all kinds of crazy stories every 
night when I get home. 


Even though I’ve let her know a million times we could hire a 
nanny, she refused, insisting she be there every step of the 
way. She wasn’t about to let our children call the nanny 
“mom”, miss their first steps, or any of those other all 
important moments that only happen once. Just like the first 
time we were together, and as | knew here we are now. 
Twins. 


“This little elf’s been busy. | set up the Secret Santa 
exchange for the office, put some more lights on the tree as 
you can see,” she says motioning behind her, “and even had 
time to build a gingerbread house.” 

| breathe out in a partial laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“First of all, you’re amazing,” | say, kissing her cheek again, 
being extra careful to support Natalia’s head and neck. “| 
was laughing at myself.” 


Her brows furrow. “Something happen at work?” 


“Well, we all missed you as we do everyday, but that’s not 
it. Last year right before the two of us became one, | 
remember having a thought. Something inside me clicked 
and | wanted to make two babies with you. Well, more than 
two, but twins right out of the gate.” 


“| remember, and it’s absolutely against all odds, a lightning 
strike, that it happened.” 


“Not if you ask me. | Knew. And last year in that same 
moment that’s when | knew what | wanted this Christmas. 
And here we are. Perfection.” 

“We lead an amazing life.” 

“We do, but that’s not the end of it.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“| also remember thinking ‘who needs a fucking gingerbread 
shortcake house or whatever the hell they’re called when 
you can have your own home, in real life, with your own 
flesh and blood?” 

“Wait, you don’t like gingerbread?” 

“| don’t /ike it, | Jove it, because you made it. And that’s 
what else you made. You turned this house into a home, and 
now this year you make a gingerbread house and | cannot 
wait to try it.” 


“So some things have definitely changed.” 


“Not some things. Everything...because we found each 
other.” 


| kneel down by the chair and put my arm around my 
woman, who wiggles into a comfortable position and does 
the same to me. 


This is the life, because I have a life with her. 


“I know your dad would be proud of what we’ve built 
together.” 


“He held you in the highest regard, to him no one was 
higher, and I know if | was to wind up with someone he’d 
want me to be with you.” 


“Oh, you’ve got me wound up all right.” 
Ann laughs. 
“I’m not joking. Can we put the babies in their crib?” 


“Wait, you’re serious? I’m sweaty from baking and doing all 
kinds of things all day. | haven’t taken a shower, haven't put 
on makeup—” 


| raise my finger to her lips. “I’m not interested in what you 
haven’t put on. I’m only concerned with what I’m going to 
take off... which is all of your clothes. And the only think I’m 
gonna take, is you, just how you are. Always.” 


She breathes out slowly and | see the stress of not feeling 
ready to make love melt away. “Let’s see if we can’t get 
them to the nursery without waking them up.” She winks 
and | shoot her a smirk back. 


Yeah, last Christmas | got what | wanted more than anything 
in the world. And this Christmas we're going to prepare for 


next Christmas a year early... by giving the twins another 
brother or a sister. Or who knows? Maybe both. 


There’s a lot of things about life | now realize | thought | 
knew but didn’t, and now | realize | don’t know much. 


I’m learning more about being a father each and every day, 
but something l'Il never have to learn is how to love what’s 
mine. 


My babies. My wife, and the life we’ve made together. 


She’s my everything and my best friend in the world...a 
position her dad used to hold. 


But this Christmas | know his only wish in the world would 
be to take care of his daughter and treat her right. 


“| got you, Alan,” | say softly looking up to the sky. 
“What?” Ann says as we approach the nursery. 
“| got you,” | say. And I sure do and I’m never letting go, 


because her love is the greatest Christmas gift of all. 
Always. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Ann 
Five more Christmases /ater 


“Well, look who it is!” Nancy says as she opens the door, 
only to be greeted by our growing family singing her a 
Christmas carol. 


“Bob, come here! Quick! This is so precious.” 


Her husband races to the door as our kids, Noah and | belt 
out Sleigh Ride to the best of our ability. 


And next year there might be more kids at Nancy and Bob’s 
door, after the way Noah demonstrated his very masculine 
abilities on our sleigh bed last night...and this morning, and 
ever darn day of the year. 


When it comes to taking me to the bedroom, Noah is in the 
Christmas spirit every day of the year, and not just once a 
day. 


Bob comes racing to the door and tries to take a video of us, 
but | can see the camera just flashing 12:00 constantly, and 
am guessing this moment won't be captured forever. 


Not a problem, we’re gonna be back next year, and the year 
after, and the year after. 


Once we finish we have a bit of hot chocolate with our 
friends. Nancy and Bob are both retired now, and are kind 


enough to watch all five kids when Noah and I need some 
time to ourselves. 


Bob considers it a fair trade for a bottle of Caribbean spiced 
rum and Tequila when we head to Mexico, and Nancy is still 
oohing and aahing over the original Frida Kahlo that Noah 
picked up for her last time we were down south of the 
border. 


After the kids unwrap some small presents from the pseudo- 
grandparents, we wrap up and head to the next house on 
the list. 


The way people from work and our community have 
supported us has been nothing short of amazing. 


At first | was a bit concerned that people might give us 
cross-eyed looks due to the age gap or because my dad was 
Noah’s best friend. If anything, people see it exactly as we 
do. It’s a perfect fit and Noah knew me more than anyone 
on earth. Not only that, | know there’s no one better to 
protect our family, and no one else I’d ever love more. 


“Look mom! A skating rink,” Natalia shouts. “Can we, can 
we, can we? Please, please, please!” she begs, tugging at 
my jacket. 


| look up to the patriarch of our family who looks down at 
me. “I think we can spare a few minutes,” Noah says. 


“| agree.” 


Natalia and Nate take off to get in line while | hold Avery, 
and Noah holds Adam in his arms, and three-year-old Alex 
with his pinky. One of Noah’s pinky fingers is more than 
enough for Alex. 


But when it comes to me, I'll never get enough, which 
coincidentally is exactly what he says about me. 


| was never a little girl, but after five kids in such short 
succession | haven’t really had the time to lose the baby 
weight. Not to mention Noah is spoiling me constantly, 
taking me to fancy restaurants and having chef’s prepare 
the best desserts I’ve ever tasted. 

Noah says it’s a win for both of us. He’s constantly joking 
that he doesn’t want to break me in half on that sleigh bed 
of ours...at least | used to think he was joking, but these 
days I’m not so sure. 


But what | am sure of is how much he loves me and our 
family. 


He’s cut way back at work, and when he does work it’s 
usually from home with one of our dogs sleeping at his feet 
and at least a kiddo or two crawling not too far away either. 


“A little spiked eggnog, Mrs. Nelson?” he asks me, before 
leaning down and giving me a kiss. 


“When was the last time you drank?” 

“Five years ago on Christmas.” 

“When we made the twins,” | say, doing the math. 
“That’s why I’m suggesting it again.” 

“Twins again?” 


“Unless you prefer triplets.” 


“What are triplets?” Alex asks. 

“It’s three of a kind.” 

“Three of a kind. Hmmm. Kinda like the wise men?” 
“Kinda, but when it comes to wise men you only need one.” 
Alex tries to understand her dad’s cryptic reply. 

“Look at me,” Noah says. “All | had to do in life was one 
thing... realize your mom was the best thing that ever 
happened to me and put a ring on her finger instantly.” 
“And then you got twins?” 

“Believe me, honey. That math is not that easy” | jump in. 
“But you know what is easy?” her dad says. 

“What’s that?” 


“Loving all of you,” he says, pulling us all in for a hug. 


“Dad! Dad! It’s five dollars each,” Natalia and Nate cry out 
as they run back to us. 


“Get in here, will ya?” Noah says, as he pulls them in fora 
big family hug. 


It may be below freezing outside with Jack Frost nipping at 
our noses and the smell of chestnuts filling the air...and 
although it’s been said many times and many ways, Noah 
reminds me once more. 


“Merry Christmas...! love you,” he says, his lips finding mine 
and giving me the only Christmas present | want each and 
every year. 

Him. 


“| love you,” | reply. 


“Us,” he says, squeezing us all a little tighter. “I love us.” 
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